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EX.SLAVE STORIES Page One
(Texas)
WILL ADAMS was borr in 1857,
e slave of Dave Cavin, in
Harrison Co., Texas, He re-
mained with the Cavins until
1885, then farmed for himself.
Will lives alone in Marshall,

Texas, supportad by a $13.00
monthly pension,

UMy folks allus belongs to the Cavins and wore their name till |
after 'aancipatién. Pa and ma was named Freeman and Amelie Cavin and
Messa Dave fotches them to Texas from Alabama, along with ma's mother,
what we called Maris,

"The» Cavins allus thunk lots of their niggers and Grandmzfz;uaria
say, 'Why shouldn't they - it was their money.! She say there was plenty
Indians here when they settled this country and they bought and traded
with them without killin' them, if they could. Thé Indians was poor folks,
Jus? piifer and loaf 'round all the time. The niggers was a2 heap sight
better off than they was, 'ceuse we had plenty to eat and a place %0 stay.

"Young Massa Tom was my speciel massa and he still lives here, Old
Man Dave seemed to think more of his niggers than anybody and x;; thunk lots
of our white folks. My pa was leader on the farm, and there wasn% no over-
seer or dxfiver. When pa whip a nigger he needn't go to Massa Dave, but pa
say, 'Go you way, you nigger. Freeman didn't whip you for nothin'. !
Masea Dove allus believe pa, 'cause he tells the truth.

"One time a peddier come to our house and after supper he goes %o
see 'bout his “.pony. Pa done feed thai pony fifteen ears of corn. The

"‘.pg‘d&lsr tell massa his pony ain't been fed nothin', and massa git med

1d ‘say, 'Be on you way iffen you gwine 'cuse my niggers of lyint.'

-



Ex~glave Stories Page Two
(Texas)

"We had good quarters and plenty to eat, I !members when I's Just
walkin' round goold pa come in from the field at night and taken me out
of bed and dress me and feed me =and then play with me for hdurs. Him beint?
lezder, he's gone from 'fore daj'till after night., The 0ld hesds got out
early but us young scraps slep'! till eight or nine otclock, siid don't vou
think Massa Dave éin't comin' rcuand to see we is fed. I_'members him like
it was yest'day, comin' to the quarters with his stick and askin' us, 'Had
your breakfas'?' We'd say, 'Yes, suh.' Then he'd ask if we had 'nough or
wanted anv more, It look like he taken a pleasure in seein' us eat, At
dinner, whep the field hands come in, it am the same way. He was’;ho' that
potlicker was fill as long as the niggers want to eat.

¥The hands worked from sun to sun. Masse give them 1i'l crops and
let them work them on Saturday. Then he bought the stuff and the niggers go
to Jefferson and buy clothes snd sech like, Lots saved money and bought
freedom 'fore the war was over,

"We went to churck and first the white preacher presched and then he
larns our cullud preachere. I seed him ordain g cullud preacher and he told
him to allus be honest. When the white preacher laid his hand on him, all
the niggers git to hollerin' and shoutin' and prarin' and that nigger git
scart mos' to death,

"On Christmas we had ali we could eat and drink and after that a big
‘;vparty, and you ought to see them gnls swingin' they pertners round, Then
dgggssa have two niggers wrestle, and our sports and dances was big sport fo
@gq white folks, They'd_gitlon'the gallery and watch the niggers put 1t on

brom,

TR
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Ex~-slave Stories Page Three Qﬁ,
(Texas) '

"Masse didn't like his niggers to marry orx tae place, but sometimes
they'd do it, and massa tell his meighbor, 'My nigger am comin' t0 you place.
Mgke him behave,! All the niggérs 'haved then and they wasn't no Huntsville
and gallows and burnin's then, _
"0ld masss went to war with his boy, Billie, Thej’s lots of cryin!

and weepin' when they sot us free., Lots of them didn't want to be free, 'cause

they knowed nothin' and h~d nowhere to go. Then what had good massas stayed

P

right on.

"I 'members when that Ku Klux business starts up. Smart niggers csuses
that, The carpet-baggers ruint the niggers and the4ﬁh1te men couldn't do a
thing with them, so they got up the Ku Klux and stirs up the world., Them carpet~
baggers come round larnin! niggers to sass the white folks what done fed them.

. They come to pa with that talk and he told them, 'Listen, white folks, you is
gwine start a graveyard if you comg_round here teachin' niggers to sass white
folks." Them carpet-baggers starts all the trouble atA'lections in Reconstruction,

Niggers didn't kmow anythin' 'bout politics.

WMos' theyoung niggers ain't usia! the education they got now, I's been
here eighty years and still has to be showed snd told by white folks, These
 young niggers won't git told by whites or blacks either. They thinks they done
kmowed it 21l and that gits them in trouble,

"I stays with the Caving mos' twenty years after the war. After I
“leaves, I allus farms and does odd jobe round town here, I's father of ten
,Lchillen by one wonan, I lives by myself now and'they gives me $13,00 a month,

H'd_be‘proud to git it if it wasn't more'n a dollsr, 'cause they ala't nothin!

14 man can do no .more. -
2 L SN
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EX-SLAVE STORIDS Page One

{Texas)

WILLIAM ADAMS, 93, was born ia
slavery, with no opportunity
for an education, except three
months in a public school. He
has taught himsclf to read and
to write, Hig lifelong embi-
tion has been to bYecome master
of the supernstural powers which
he believes to exist., He is now
vwell-known among Scuthwestern
Negroes for his faith in the
occult,

"Yous want to know =nd talk about de power de pecple telis you
I has. Well, sit down here, right there ir dat chair, befo! we'uns
starts, I gits some ice water and den we'uns csw discuss de subject.
I wants to 'splain it clearly, so yous can understand,

"I's born a slave, 93 yesrs ago, so of course I 'members de
war périod. Like all de other slaves I has "0 chance for edumacation.
Three months am de total time I's spent going to school, I teached
myself to read and write, I's anxicus to lam to read so I could
study snd find out abeut many things. Dat, I has done,

"There am lots of folizs, and edumacated ones, oo, what says
we'une believes in superstition. Well, its 'cause dey don't under-
stand. ‘Member de Lawd, in some of His weys, can de mysterious. De

Bible says so., There am some things de Lawd wants a1 folks to know,

some things jus' de chosen few to know, and some things no one should .

know, Now, jua® 'cause yous don't know 'btout some of de Lawd's laws,
Tteint ar.psrstit&ox‘: if some cther persen undersiands and believes im
sich,

*There is some bora to sing, some born to preach, and scme

- born to know de signs, There is some born under de power of de devil

.1. .

bhox



" Exeslave Stories Page Two

jo1

(Pexas)

and have de power to put injury and misery on pecple, and some born under
de power of de Lawd for to do good and overcome de evil power, Now, dat

produces two forces, like fire and water, De evil forces starts de fire

and I hes de water force te put de fire out,

“How I larpt sicht Well, I's done larm it. It come to me. When
de Lawd givee sich power to a persen, it jJus' comes to "gn. It am 40 years
age now when I's fust fully realigze' dat I bhas de power, However, I's allus
Int'rested in de workin's of de signs. When I's  little piccaninny, my
namj and ather folks used to talk about de signs. 1 hears dem tslk about
what happens to folks '‘cause a spell was put on ‘em. De old folks in dem
days knows ioro about de signs dat de Lawd uses to reveal His laws dan de
folks of today. It am also true of de cullud felks in Africa, dey native
lend., Some of de folks langhs at their beliefs and says it am supersiition,
but it am knowin' how de Lawd revesls His laws,

"How, let me tell yous of something I's seen., What am seen, can't
be doubted. It happers when I's a young men and befo' I's realize' dat
I's one dat am chosen for to show de power, A mule had cut his leg so bad
dat him am bleedin' to death an? dey couldn't stop it. An o0ld cullud men
live near there dat dey turns to, He comes over and passes his hand over
de cut, Befo' long de dlcedin' stop and dat's de power of de Lawd workin'
through dat rigger, dat's all it em.

*I knows about a woman dat had lost her mind., De doctor say it
wae caused 102 a tumar 12 de head, Dey took an ex-ray picture, but dere's
no tumor, Dey gives up and says its a peculiar cass. Dat womm was took to

one with de power of de good spirit and he ssy its a peculiar case for dem
dat don't understand., Dis am a case of de evil spell, Two days after, de

..3.



Ex-glave Stories
( Poxas)

Page Three

woman have her mind back,

"Dey's lots of dose kind of cases de ord'nsry person never
hear} about. Yous hear of de case de doctors can't understand, nor will
dey ‘spond to treatment, Dat am 'cause of de evil spell dot am on de
persons,

*'Bout special persons bsin' chosen for to show de power,
read yous Bible. It says in de book of Mark, third chspter, Yand He
ordained twelve, dat dey should be with Him, dat He might send them forth
to preach and to have de power to heal de sick and te cast omt dsvils.!
If it wasn't no evil in people, why does de Lawi say, 'cast out sich?®
And in de fifth chapter of Jemes, it further say, 'I1f any s sick, let
him call de elderi. Let dem pray over him. De prayers of faith shall
save him,' There *tis agais. !'aith.‘ dat am what counts.

"When I tells dat I seen xany persoms given up to die, and
den a man with de power comes and saves sick person, den its noi for
people o0 say it am superstition to believe im de power,

"Don't forgit =- de sgents of de devil have de power of evil,
Dey can put misery of every kind on peapio. Dey can make trouble with
de work and with de business, with de fsm'ly and with de health. So
folks mus' be on de watch all de time. Folks has business trouble 'camse
de evil power have control of 'em., Dey has de evil power cast out and
save de business, There am a man in Waco dat come to see me ‘bout dat,
Ee say to me everything he try to do in de las' six months turned ou£
srong. It starts with him losin' his pocketbock with $50,00 in it, He

buys a carload of hay and it catch fire and he los' all of it, He spends

®3=
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' Bxeslave Stories Page Four . ]
(Toxes) ,

$200,00 advertisin! de three~day ssle and it begin to raim, so he Jos'
money, It sho' am des evil power,

"Well,' he say, 'Dat am de wey it go, so 1 comes to you.'

"I says to him, 'Its de evil power dat havs you control .nd
wetuns shall cause it to be cast out.! Its done and he has no more
trouble,

"You wants to imow if persons with de power for good can be
successful in castin' out devils in all cases? Well, I answers dat, yes
and no., Dey can in every case if de affected person liave de faith., If
de party noct have emough faith, den it am a failure,

"iea.rin' de coin for protection 'gainst de evil power? Dat
am simple., Lots of folks wears sich and dey uses mixtures dat am ¢prink-
led in de house, snd sich. Dat am a question of faith, If dey has de
true faith in sich, it works, Otherwise, it won't.

"Some folks won't think for a mimute of goin' without lods-

stone or de salt and pepper mixture in de little sack, tied round dsy
neck. Some wears de silver coin tied round dey neck. All sich am for

to d i 5
RUR R Sk TR RO e I SIS O el to et

*An old darky dat has faith in lodestone for de charm told
me de ‘sperience he has im Atlanta once. He carryin' de hod and de
fust thing he does am drap some brick om he foot, De next thing, re
foot slip as him starts up de ladder and him and de dricks drap to de
ground, It am lucky for him it wasn't far. Jus® a aprain ankle and
de boss sends him home for de day. He am ‘cited and gits on de sireet

car and when de conc!uétor call for de fare, Rufus rea;ﬁaes for he mthey

4
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. Zx-slave Steries Page Tive W 8
. *(Texas) *

but he los' it or forgits it at hone, De comductor say he let him pay
nex'! time anii asks where he live. BRufus tells him and he say, 'Why,

uigger, you is on de wrong cir.' Dab camse Sufus to walk further #ith /

de lame foot dan if he startid walizin' in de fust place. He thinks there /‘J'
v

mus' be something wrong with he chars, and he look for it and it gonmel /«‘/‘V
; : ,/»'
Sho! 'nough, it am los'., He think, 'Jere I sits all day, and I 'cn't’a;»,{f“
- V4
maks another move till I ¢iti; de ladestons, VWhen de chillen comer,/Zrom

school I sends dem to de trwyjstore for some of de stone and v;{&'rmd.'

‘4
"Now, mow, I'u boen waitiin' for dat one 'boat/;‘d; black cat
o

crossian' de road, and,sho' 'nough, it come. Let me ag‘,;#;c/"you ons, How
t

Rany pooplé can yous find dai likes to have de hlgf’;;é cat cross in front

o

of 'eal Dat's right, no (ne likes dsj. Let 4% old cullud person in-

-

form yous dat 1t am sho' ¢le “»ad luck sign. n is sign of bad luck ahesd,
80 turn dack, Stop what yous doin’, ?:;f';.

“I's tellin' yois of 1’:;.&){0!' many cases of failure %o took
warnin' fram de black cat. ! wm; 8 man call' Miller. His wife and kin

/
am takin' an suto ride and d4r bPlack ‘at cross de road and he cussed a

/!
little and goes on., Den ;/u not long t1ill he turns de cormer and his wile
falls out of de car W/A{ﬂ (® turn, 7Then he goes back and picks her upp
she am dead, '/
"lq;.zo/y‘:/r f51low, call' Brown, was s~ridin' hossback and a
black cat oz—%cjﬁ"l do path, bul he drivss on, Well, its not long till hiu
hoss ﬂm’;ﬂf a3t throw him «ff, Mo ffal) breaks his leg, so take a

vmu;, e don't overlook d¢ dlask: cel, Dat am a warnin',

p
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EX..SLAVE STORIES Page One
(Texas)

WILLIAM M, ADAMS, spirituziist
preacher and healer, who iives

at 1404 Illinois Ave,, Pt, Worth,
Texas, was born a slave ¢n the
James Davis plantation, in San
Jacinto Co.,, Texas. After the

war he worked in a grocery,
punched cattle, farmed and preach-
ed, He moved to Ft. Worth in 1902,

~

*I was bo'n 93 years ago, dat ls whut my muther ssys.
Wo didn' kewp no recerd like folks dces today. All I knov is
I been yere a long time. My mother, 529 was Julia Adaws and
uy father he was James Adame. She's bo'n in Hollis Springs,
Mississippi and my father, now .den, h¢ was bo'n in Florida,
He was a Hlack Creek Indian., Dere was 12 of us chillen. When
1 was 'bout seven de missus, she como and gits me for her serv-
ant, I lived in de big houso $111 she die, Her and Marster
Davis was powerful good to me, |

"Marster Davis he was a big léxvyor and de owner of a
plantation, But all I do was wait on" ole pissus, I'd light her
pipe for her and I helped her wid her knittin', 8he give me money
all de time, She had a little trunk .i'-sbo keeped money in and lots
of times I'd have to pack it down wid my feets, -

"I dis'member jus' how many slaves dere was, but dere was
more'n 100, I saw as much as 100 soll at a time, When dey tuk a
bunch of slaves to trade, dey put chalns on ‘em.
“De other alo,ves lived in fog cabins back of de big house,

Doyhaddm ﬂoorsmdbod-datmm«ut of ce'n shucks or
straw, At nite dey burned de lemps fer 'bout ar hour, den de over-

ol



Ex-slave Stories Page Two
 (Texas)

seors, dey come knock on de door and tell %em put de light out, Bots
of overseers was mesn. Sometines dey'd whip & nigger wid g leather
strep fbout a foot wide and long as your arm and wid a wooden handle
at de end.

"On Sat'day and Sunday nites dey'd dance and sing all nite iong.
Dey didn' dance like today, dey danced de roun' dance and jig and do
de pigeon wing, and some of dem would jump up and see how meny time he
could kick his feets 'fore dey hit de groun'. Dey had an ole fiddle
end some of 'em would teke two bones in each hand and rattle ‘em, Dey
sang songs like, 'Diana hsd a Wooden Leg,' and 'A Hand full of Sugar,'
and Cotton-syed Joe.' I dia'mbex; how‘ dey went,

®"De slaves didn' have no church den, but dey'd take a big suga:
kettle and turn it top dom on de groun' and put logs roun'! it to kill
de soun', Dey'd pray to be free and sing and dance.

"When war come dey come and got de slaves from all de planta~
tions and tuk 'em to build de breastworks, I sa= lots of soldiers.
Dey'd sing a song dat go something like dis:

"1Jeff Davis rode a big white hoss,
Lincoln rode a mule;
Jegs Davis is our President,
Lincoln is a fool.'

"I 'member when de slaves would run away. Ole John Billinger,
he had a bunch of dogs and he'd take after runaway niggers. Somstimes
de dogs didn' ketch d4e nigger, Den ols Billinger, he'd cuss and kick
de dogs,

"Wa didn' have %0 have a pass but on other plantations dey did,

or de paddlerollers would git you and whip you, Dey was de poor white

D




Exoslave §tories Page Three .
(Poxas) i1

folks dat didn? have no slaves. We didn' call 'em white folks
dem days., No, suh, we called dem'Buskrys,'

"Jus! fore de war, a white preacher he come to us slaves and
szys: 'Do you wan' to keep you homss whar you git all to eat, and raise
your chillen, or do you wan'to be free to roam roun' without a home,
like de wil' animals? If you wan' to keep you homes you better pray
for de South to win. All day wan's to pray for de South to win, raise.
the hand.! We all raised our hands 'cause we was skeered not to, dut
we sho! didn! wan'! de South to win,

"Dat night all de slaves hod a meetin' down in de hollow,
Ole Uncle Mack, he gits up and says: 'One time over in Virginny dere
was two ole niggers, Uncle Bob and Uncle Tom. Dey was mad at one
inuther and one day dey decided to have a dinner and bury de hatchet.
So dsy sat down,and when Uncle Bob wasn't lookin' Uncle Tom put some
poiscn in Uncle Bob's food, but he saw it and when Uncle Tom wasn't
lookin', Uncle Bob he turned de tray roun' on Uncle Tom, and he gits
de poison food, ' Uncle Mack, he says: 'Dat'’s what we slaves is
gwine do, jus' turn de tray roun' and pray for de North to win,®

HAfter de war dare was a lot of excitement 'mong de niggers.
Dey was rejoicin' and singin'., Some of 'em looked puzgled, sorter
gkeered 1like, But dey danced and had a big jamborees.

*Lots of 'em stayed and worked on de halves. Others hired
out, I went to work in s grocery store and he paid me $1,.50 a week,
1 give my mother de dollar and keeped de half. Den I got married

and farmed for awhile. Den I coms te Fort Worth and I been yere since.

SREBOSLRS
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ce RX=SLATE STORIES Page e 49
(Texas)

SARAH ALLEN was born a slave of
John and Sally Goodren, in the
Blue Ridge Mountains of Virginia,

@ Before the Civil War, her owners
R cane to Texas, locating near a
B S small town then called Freedon,
Q\f " She lives at 3322 Frutas St,,

N e El Paso, Texas,

“‘I waa{birthed in time of bondage. You know, some people
are‘ ashamed fo tell it: but I thank God I was 'llowed to' see them
times as well as now, It's a pretty hard story, how cruel some of the
marsters was, but I had the luck to be with good white people, But
some I knew were put on the block =nd sold., I 'member when they'd
come to John Goodren's place to buy, but he not sell any. They'd have
certain days when they'd sell off the block and they took chillen 'way
from mothers, screamin' for dere chillen,

"I was birthed in ole Virginia in de Blue Ridge Mountains .
When de white people come to Texas, de cullud people come with them,
Dat's been a long tine.

"My maw was named Charlotte, my paw Parks Adsms. He's a
white man, I guess I'm gbout eightv some years ole.

"You know, in slavery times when dey had bad marsters dey'd
run sway, but we didn' want %o, My missus would see her people had
sorething gbod to eat every Sunday mornin', You had to mind your missus

'\ . und marster and vou be treated well. I think I was about twelve when
~dey freed us -zand we stayed with marster 'bout a year, then went to John

Ecols' place and rented some lan'. We made two bales of cotton and it

was the first money we ever saw,

N

"Back when we lived with}Marster Goodren we had big candy

~1-
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Ex-slave Stories Page Two
.. (\Pexas)

pullin’s. 1Invite everybody =nd play. We had good times. De worst
thing, we didn' never have no schoolin' till after I married. Den I
went to school two weeks. ly usban'! was teacher. Fe never was a
slave, His father bought freedom through a biécksmith shop, some way.

w”
"I had 2 nice weddin'. My dress wss hite and trimmed with blue

-

ribbon, My second day dress was white with red dots. I had a besuti-

ful veil and a wreath and 'bout two, three waiters forffable dat day,
"My mother was nearly white. Brighter than me., We lef! my

father in Virginia., I was jus! as white as de chillen I played with.

I used to be plum hright, but here lately I'm gettin! awful dark.

"y bn;ban' wag of a mixture, like rou call bright ginger-cszke
color, I don' kmow where he got his learnin!, I feel so bad since
he's gone to Glory,

"Now I'm ole, de Lord has taken care of me., He put that spi-it
in people to look after ole folks and now nmy chillen lock after me,
I've two sons, one name James Allen, one R.li. Both live in Il Paso,

"After we go to sleep, de people will know these things, 'cause

if freedom hadn' come, it would have heen so misergble,

Tt
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EX.SLAVE STCRIES Page One - 14
. (Pexas)

AXDY ANIERSON, 94, was born a
slave of Jack Haley, who owned
a plantation in Willismson Co.,
Texas. During the Civil War,
Andy was sold to W, T, Heuse, of
Blanco County, who in less than
a year sold Andy to his brother,
John House. Andy now lives with
his third wifs and eight of his
children st 301 Ammour St., Fort
Worth, Texas,

"My name am Andy J, Anderson, and I's born on Massa Jack Haley's
plantation in Williamson County, Texas, and Massa Heley owned my folks and
'bout twelve other famllies of niggers, I's born in 1843 and that malkes me
94 yosr old and 18 year when de war starts. I's had 'speriences durin' dat
time, |
"Massa Haley am kind to his cullud folks, and him am kind to ovory-;-
body, and all de folks likes him, De other white folks called we'uns de pet-
ted niggers. There am "bout 30 old and young niggers and 'bout 20 picceninnies
too little too work, and de muss cares for dem while dey memmies works,
| "I's gwins 'splah; how it am managed on Massa Haley's plantetion.
It am sort of like de small town, 'cause everything we uses am made right there,
There am de shoemaker snd he is de tanner and make de leather from de hides.
M massa has 'bout a thousand sheep and he gits de wool, and de niggers cards
and spins and weaves 1t, and dat makes all de clothes, Den massa have cattle
and sich purvide de milk and de Butter and desf nu.t for eatin', Den massa
- have de turkeys and ‘chickens and de hawgs and de bees, With all that, us never
vas hongry. |
| "De plututbion am planted im cotton, mostly, with de corn and de
vheat a little, 'camse lasu.don't need much of dem. He never sell nothin’
t de cotton,
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"De livin' for de cullud folks am good. De quarters am built from logs
like dey's all in dem days, De floor am de dirt but we has de beches and
wvhat is made on de place. And we has de big fireplacs for to cook and we
has plenty to cook in dat fireplace, 'cause massa allus ‘lows plenty good
rations, but he watch close for de wastin' of de food,

"De war breaks and dat make de big change on de messa's place, He
Jines de army and hires a man call' Delbridge for overseer. After dat, de
hell start to pop, 'cause de first thing Dﬁlbridge do is cut de rations,
He weighs out de meat, three pound for de week, and hs measure a peck of
meal. And 'twamn't enougﬁ. He half starve us niggers and he want mo' work
and he start de whippin's., I g\:enea he starts to edumacate 'em. I guess
dat Deldridge go to hell when he died, but I don't =ee how de debbil could
stand him, |
"We'uns sm not use' to aich and some runs off. VWhen dey am cotched
there am a whippin' at de stake, ‘«‘&ut da.t‘ Delbridge, he sold ms to Massa
Houge, in Blanco Oounty. I's sho' glad whem I's sold, but it am short glad-
pness, 'camse here s= another man what hell am too good for. ﬁo Zives me
de whippin' and de scers am -tin on my arms and my dback, too., I'll carry
dem to my grave, He sends me for firewood and when I gits it loaded, de wheel
. hits a stump and de team jerks and dat breaks de whippletree. So he ties me
to de stake and every balf hour for four hours, dey lays ta lashes on my back.
For de first couple heurs de pain am awful. I's never forgot it, Den I's
- stood 80 mach pain I not feel sc much and when dey takes me loose, I's jus'
hout Salf depd, I lays in de bunk two days, gittin' over dat whippin', gittin'

1t in de body but mot de heart, No, suh, I has dat in de heart t311 dls

B
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"After dat whippin' I doesn't have de heart to work for de massa.
If 1 seed de cattle in de cornfield, I turns de back, 'stead of chasin!
lem out, I guess dat de reason de massa scld me to his brother, Massa
John, And he am good like my first massa, he never whipped me,

“Den surrender sm ‘nounced and massa tells us we's free, When dat
takes place, it am 'bout one hour by sun. I says to myself, ' I won't be
here long,' But I's not realize what I's in for till after I's started,
but I couldn't turn back. For dat means de whippin' or danger from de
patter rollers, Dere I was and I kep' on gwine., No nigger am sposed to
be off de naug'l Place without de pass, so I travels at night and hides
durin' de dsylight., I steays in de bresh and gits water from de creeks,
but not much to eat. Twice I's sho! dem patter rollers am passin' while
I's hidin',

"I's 21 year o0ld den, but it am de first time I’z gone any place,
'cept to de neighbors,so I's worried 'bout de right way to Massa Haley's
Place. But de mornin' of de third day I comes to he place and I's so hongry
and tired and scairt for fear Masss Haley not home from de army yit. So I
finds my pgrpy and he hides me in he cabim till a week and den luck comes to
me when Massa daley come home., He come at night and de next mornin' dat Del-
bridge am shunt off de plasce, 'canse Massa Haley seed he niggers was all gaunt
and lots am run off and de fields am not plowed right, and only half de sheep
and everything left. So massa say to dat Delbridge, ‘Dere am no words can
'splain what yous done. Git off my plaece 'fore I smashes you.'!

"Den I kin come out from my pappy's cabin and de old massa was glad
to see me, and he let me stay till freedom am ordered, Dat's de hsppies'

time in my life, when ‘I gits back to Massa Haley.

-3
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Ditble, Fred, P.W., Beehler, Rheba, P.W.,
Beaument, Jefferson, Dist. #3.

A frall sick man, neatly clad in
white pajamas lying patiently in

& clean bed awaltling the end which
dees net seem far away. Altheugh
we protested agalnst hls talking,
because eof hils weakness, he teld

a brief stery ef hils life in =
whisper, hla breath very shert and
every word was speken with great_
effort. Hls light skin and his
features denete ne charscteristic
of his race, has a bald head with
& bit ef gray halr areund the crown
and a slight grewth of gray whisk-
ers about his face, 18 medium in
height and builld. WASH ANDERSON,
although bern in Charlesten, S. C.,
has spent prasctically all eof his

life in Texas( - /3 oI, Ty 0y —

"Mes' felks call me Wash Anderson, but dey uster
call me Geerge. My whele name' Geerge Washingten Anderson.
I was be'n in Charlesten, Seu'f Ca'lins in 1855. Bill An-
dersen was my el'! marster. Dey was two bey' and two gal'
in his family. We all lef' Charlesten and ceme te Orange,
Texss, befe' freedem ceme. I was fe' year' ol' when dey
mek dat trip."

"I den' 'member nuttin' 'beut Charlesten. Yeu see
where I was be'n was 'beut tweo mile' frem de clty. I went
back ene time in 1917, but I didn' stay dere leng."

"My pa was Irvin' Andersen and my mermmer was name'

Eliza. Ol' marster was pretty reugh en his niggers. Dey
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tell me he had my gran'daddy beat te death. Dey never
did beat me."

"Dey made de trip frem Charlesten 'cross de ceuntry
and settle' in Duncan's Weed' dewn here in Orange county.
Dey had a big plantatien dere. I dunne 1if el' marster
had meney back in Charlesten, but I t'ink he must have. He
had 'beut 25 er 30 slaves en de place."

"01' mam Andersen he had a big twe-stery house. It
was buil' eut ef legs but it was & big fine heuse. De
slaves jis' had little leg huts. Dere warn't ne fle's te
'em,-nuthin'_but de greun'; Dem little huts jis' had ene
reer In 'em., Dey was oene family te de heuse, 'coep'n' seme-
time dey put twe er t'ree family' te a heuse. Doy jia!
herd de slaves imn dere like a bunch of pigs."

"Dey uster raise cetten, and ce'n, and sugar cane, and
#lch llke, but dey didn' uster raise ne rice. Dey uster
sen! stuff te Terry en a railread te sen' it te market.
Semetime dey hitch up dey teams and sen' 1t te Orange and
Beaument in wagens. De ol' marster he had a beat, tee, snd
semetime he sen' a beatlead of hls stuff te Beaument."

"My werk was te drive do.surray for de family and leek
astter d» hesses and dé harness and sich. I jls' have de

bes' hesses en de place te see atter."

18
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"] saw lets eof sejers durin' de war. I see 'em
marchin' by, gein' te Sabilne Pass 'beut de time of dat
battle."

"Back in slavery time dey uster have a white prea-
cher te comei'reun' and preach te de cullud felks. DBut
I den't 'member much 'beut de sengs what de} uster sing."

"I play 'reun' right smart when I was little. Dey
uster have lets of fun playin' 'hide and seek,' and 'hide
de switch.' We uster ride stick hesses and play 'reun!
at all dem t'ings what chillun play at.”

"Dey had plenty eof hesses and mules and cews en de
el' plantatien. I had te 1§ak atter seme eof de hesses,
but dem what I hatter leek atter was s'pese te be de bLes'
hesses in de bunch. Like I say, I drive de surrey and
-de& allus have de bes' hosses te pull dat surrey. Dey had
a leg stable. Dey kep' de harness in dere, teo. Eb'ry-
t'ing what de steck eat dey ralse on de plantatien, all
de co'nm and fedder and sich like."

"Atter freedem ceme I went 'reun' dein' dif'rent kind
of work. I uster werk en steambeats, and en de rallresd
and at sawmlillin'. I was & sawyer fer a leng, leng time.

I werk 'reun' in Leu'sana and Arkansss, and Oklahema, as
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well a3 in Texas. When I wasn't dein' dem kinds ef werk,
I uster werk 'reun' at anyt'ing what ceme te han'. I
'member ene time I was werkin' fer de Burr Lumber Cempany
2t Fert Tewnsend up dere in Arkensas."

"§hen I was 'beut 36 year! ol' I git marrv. I been
married twice. My fus' wife was name'! Hannih and Rever-
end Geerge Chlldress was de preacher dat marry us. He
was & cullud preacher. Atter Hannah been dead seme time
I marry my secen' wife. Her name was Tempie Perkins.
Later on, us sep'rate. Us sep'rate en 'count ef meney
matters," ‘ A

"I b'lengs te de Baptis! Chu'ch. Semetime' de prea-
cher ceme 'roun' and see me. He was here a few days age

dis week." -
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"UNCLE WILLIS ANDERSON" ~

REFERENCES

A. Coronedo's Children--J. Frank Dobie,
Fub. 192C, Austin, Tex,

3. Leon County News--~Centerville, Texag--
Thurséay May 21, 1936.

C. Consultant--Uncle Willis Anderconm,

residz=t of (Centerville, Mex, -
borm April 15, 1844,

An interesting character at Centerville, Texas, is "Uncle Willis"
Anderson, an ex-sleve, born April 15, 1844, 6 miles west of Centerville on the
0ld McDaniels plantation near what is now known s Hopewell Settlement. It
is generally said that "Uncle Willis" is ome of the oldest living citizens in
the County, boack or white, He is referred to generally for informstion con-
cerning days gone by and for the history of th-t County, ccpecially in the in-
nediate vicinity of Centerville,

"Uncle Willis" is an interesting ficure. He may be found sitiing
on the porches of the stores facing Federal Hizhway Yo, 75, nodding or>con—
versing with small groups of white or colored people that gather around him
telling of the days gone by, He also likes to watch the busses and automobiles
that pass through the small town musing amd commanting on the swiftness of thing
today. Uncle Willis still cultivates a smallpatch five miles out from the town,

"Uncle Willis" is a tall dark, brown-skinned man having e large
| heed covered with mixed gray wadly hair, He has lost very few teeth considering

his ags. When sitting on the porches of the stores the soles of his farm-shoes
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mey be seen tied together with pieces of wire. He supports himself with a
cane made from the Elm tree. At présent he wears a tall white Texas Cen~
tennial Lat which makes him sppear more unigue than ever,

MUncle Willis'" memory is vivid. BHe is familier with the older fig~
ures in the history of the County, He tells tales of having travelled by
oxen to West Texas’i:or flour and being gone for six months at a time, He re-
members the Keechi aﬁd the Kickapoo Indians and also cla;ms that he can point
out a tree where the Americans hung an Indian Chief, He sazys that he has
plowed up arrows, pots and flints on the Reubens Bains place aﬁd ox; tho ‘Mc
Daniel farmx, He can tell of the sarly lawlessness in the County, His face
lights up when he recalls how the Yankee soldiers came through Centerville
telling the slave cwners to free their slaves, He also talks very low vhea
he mentions the name of Jeff Davis because he says, "Wha'! man eavesdrops
the migzers houses in slavery time and if yer' sed' that Jeff Davis was = good
par, they barbecued a hog for you, but if yer' sed! that Abe Lincoln was a
good men, Xikax yer'! had to fight or go to the woocds,"

| Among the most interesting tales told by "Uncle Willis" is the
tale of the "Lead mine," "Uncle Willis" says that some where along Bogzy
Cresk near a large hickory tree and s red oak tree, near Patrick's Laks, he
and his master, Auss McDaniels, would dig lead out of the ground whick they
nsed to make pistol and rifle balls for the 0ld Mississippi rifles during
slavery time. Uncle Willis clai'ms that they woult*lig siags of lead out of the
groumd some 12 and 15 inches long, and others as large as a man®s fist., They
would carry this ore back to the big house ard melt it down to get the trash

out of it, them they would pour it into molds and make rifle balls and pistol
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balls from it. In tpig way they kept plenty of amumition an hsnd. In recent
years the land has changed ownership, and the present owners live in Dallas.
Learning of the tale of the "lead mine" on their property they weat to
Centerville in an attempt to locete it and were .eferred to "Uncle Willis."
Uncle Willis says they offered him two hundred dollars if he could locate
the mine, Being so. sure that he knew its exact leccation, said that the $200
vas his meat, However, Uncle Willis was unable to locate the spot where they
dug the lead and the mine remains a mystery. (c)

Recently a group of citizems of Leon County includiang W. D. Lacey,
Joe McDeniel, Debbs Brown, W. H. Hill and Judge Lacey cross questioned Uncle
Willis abogt the lead mine. Judge Lacey did ths questioning while them others
formed an audience. The éonversation went as follows:
"Whick way would you go when you went to the mine? Judge lacey
asked,
igut tow'hd Normangee',
"How long would it take you to get there?"
"Two or three hours."
fWas it on a creek?"
"Yessuh, "
"But you cant go to it now?"
"Nosuh I just can't recollect exsctly where 'tis, (R)
J. Framnk Dobie mentions maay ﬁéles of lost lead mines throughonut Texas

in Coronado's Ghildream, a publication of-the Texas Folk-Lore Society.
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Lead in the early days of the Republic and the State was very wvaluable,

as it was the source of protection from the Indisnms and also the mea;ns of sup=

plying food. (4)
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MARY ABMSTRONG, 91, lives
at 3326 Pierce Ave,, Hous-
ton, Texas. She was bora
on a farm near St. lLouis,
Migsouri, a slave of Wil-
lism Cleveland. Her father,
Ssm Adams, belonged to a
"nigger trader," who had &
farm adjoining the Cleve-
land plece.

*I%s Aunt Mary, all right, but you all has to décuse me if I
don't talk 80 good, 'cause I's been feelin' poorly for a spell and 1
ain't so young no more, Law me, when I think back what I used to do,
and now it's a1l I can do to hobtle 'round a little, Why, Miss Olivia,
oy mlstress, used to put a glass plumd full of water on my head and
then have me waltz 'round the room,. and I'd dance so smoothlike, I
don't spill nary &q.

"That was in St, Louls, where i's born. You see, my mamme belong
to old William Cleveland and 0ld Polly Cleveland, and they was the mean-
est two white folks what ever lived, 'cause they was allus beatin? on
their slaves. I know, 'cause mamma told me, and I iears about it other
places, and besides, old Polly, she was a Polly devil if there ever was
one, and she whipped my little sister what was only nine months old and
Jes? a baby to death., She come snd took the diaper offen my little sis-
ter and whipped till the blood jes' ran -- jes' 'cause she cry like all
babies do, and it kilt my sister. I never forgot thet, but I got some

even with thet old Polly devil and it's this-e-wey,

-le
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¥You see, I's 'bout 10 year old and I belongs to Miss 0Q)ivia,
vwhat was that old Polly's daughter, and one day old Polly devil comes
to where Miss Olivia lives after she marries, and trys to give me a
lick out in the yard, and I picks up a rock 'bout as big as half your
fist and hits her right in the eye and busted the eyebal}, and tells
her that's for whippin' my baby sister to death. You could hear her
holler for five miles, but Miss Olivia, when I tells her, says, "Well,
1 guess mamma has larnt her lesson at last,? But that old PRlly wes
mean like her husban!, o0ld Cleveland, till she die, and I hopes they
is turnin? in torment now,

"I don't 'member 'bout the start of things so much, '‘cept what
Miss Olivia and my mamma, her name was Siby, tells me. Course, it's
powerful cold in winter times and the farms was lots different from down
here., Thg calls 'em plantations down here but up at St. Louis they was
Jes! called farms, and fhat‘l what they was, 'cause we ralses wheat and
barley and rye and oats and corn and fruit,

"The houses was builded with brick and heavy wood, too, fcause
it's cold up thers, and we has to wear the wara clothés.and they's wove
on the place, and we works at 1t in the evenin's, \

*0ld Cleveland takes a lot of his slaves what was in *custom®
and brings 'em to Texas to sell, You know, he wasn't sposed to 4o that,
'cause when you's in 'custom', that's 'cause he bdorrowed money on you,
and you's not sposed to leave the place till he paid up. Course, old
Cleveland jes! tells the one he owed the money to, you had run off, or
squirnmed out some way, he was that mean,

-2
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"Mamna say she was in one bunch and me in 'rother, Momma had been
put 'fore this with my éapa. San Adsms, but thnt makes no diff'rence to Old
Cleveland., He's s0 mean he never wovid sell the man and waman and chillenrmto
the same¢ one. He'd sell the man here and the woman théro and if they's chillen,
‘he'd sell them some place elze, Oh, 0ld Satan in torment couldn't be no mean-
er then what he and Old Polly was to they slaves, He'd chain a nigger up to
whip 'em and rub salt and pepper on him, 1like he said, 'to season him up,'
And when he'd sell & sleve, he'd grease their mouth all up to meke it look
like they'd been fed good and was strong and hsalthy.

"Well, mamma ssy they'hadn't no more'n got to Shreveport !'fore some
law man cotch old Cleveland and takes 'alal all back to St. Louis. Then my
little sister's born, the one old Polly devil kilt, and I¥s 'bout fouz" year
old then,

'Mia; Olivia takes a likin' to me and, though her papa and mama
80 mean, she's kind to everyone, and they jes' iove her, She marries to Mr,
¥ill Adsms what was a fine men, and has 'bout five farms and 500 slsves, and he
buyz me for her from old Cleveland and payq%in $2,500,00, and gives him George
Henry, a nigger, to boot. Lawsy. I's sho! ;happy to be with Miss O1ivia and
avay from old Cleveland and Old Polly, 'cause they kilt my little sister.

"fe lives in St. Louis, on Chinquapin Hill, and I's housegirl and
when the babies starts to come I misses 'em and spins thread for clothes on
the loom, I spins six cuts of thread a week, but I has plenty of time for my-
solf and that's whers I larns to dance so good. Law, I sho' jes' crazy bout
dancin', If I's settin' eatin' my victuals and hears a fiddle plsy, I gets wp

and dances, -
ee

{
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"Mr. Will and Miss Ojivia sho! is good to ms, and I never calls
Mr, Will W‘nassa' neither, but when they's company I calls him Mr, Will and
‘round the house by “ourvs'olves I calls them 'pappy' and ‘memmy', 'cause they
raises me up from the little girl, I hears o0ld Cleveland done took my mammm
to Texas ‘gain but I couldn'y do nothin', ‘cemse Miss C1ivia wouldn't have
much truck with her folks, Once in a while 0ld Polly comes over, but Miss
Olivia telle her not to touch me or the others, 0ld Polly trys to buy me
back from Miss Olivia, and if they had they'd kilt me sho', 3But Miss Olivia
‘say, 'I'd wade-in blood as deep as Hell 'fore I'd let you have Mary.' That's
Jjes'! the very worde she told 'em,

"Then I hears my papa is scld some plesce I don't know where.. ‘Course,
I didn't know him s0 well, jes' whét mamma done told me, so that didn't worry
me like moamma being took so far away,

"One day Mr. Will say, ‘'Mary, you want to go to the river and see
the boat race?! Law me, I never won't forget that, Where we live it aln't far
to the lliss" gippi River and pretty soon here they comes, the Natchez and the
Eclipse, with smoke and fire jes' pourin' out of they smokestacks, That old
ceptain on the 'Clipse starts puttin' in bacon meat in the boliler and the
gresse jes' comes out a-blazin' and it beat the Natchez to pileces,

"I gtays with Mise Olivia till '63 when Mr. Will set us all free. I was

'béut 17 year old then or more, I way I goin' find my Wa. Mr, Will fixes
me up two papers, one ‘bout a yard long and the other some smaller, tut both

has big, gold seals what he says is the seal of the State of Missouri, He
gives me money and buys my fare ticket to Texas and tells me they is still

—de
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slave times down here and to put the papers in my bosoui out to do whatevei the
wbite folks tells me, even if they wants to sell me, But he say, 'Fore you gets
off the block, jes'! pull out the papers, but jes! hold 'em up to let folks see and
don't let 'em out of your hands, and when they sees them they hss to let you alone,'

"Miss Olivia cry and carry on and say be careful of myself 'camse it sho!
rough in Texas. She give me a big béskct what had so much to eat in it I couldn't
nardly heft it and 'nother with clothes in it. They puts me in the back end a
the boat where t;he big, 0ld wheel what run the boat was =nd I goesg to New Orleans,
and the captain puts me on 'nother boat and I comes to Galvesion, and that ceptain
puts me on 'nother boat end I comes up this here Buffalo Bayou to Heustom.
» "I looks 'round Houston, but not long., It sho' was a dumpy little place
: then and I gets the stagecoach to Auatin, .It takes us two days to get there and I
thinks my back busted sho' *‘mough, it was sich rough ridin!., Then I has trouble
8ho', A men asks me where I goin' and says to come 'long and he takes me {0 a
Mr, Cherley Crosby. They takes me to the block what they sells slaves on. I
gets right up like they tells me, ‘canse I 'lects what Mr, Will done told me to
do, and they starts biddin" on me, And when they cried off and this Mr. Crosby
come up to get me, I jes' pulled out my papers and helt fem up high and when he
gees ‘em, he say, 'Let me see them,' But I says, 'You jes' look at it up here,'
and'he squints up and say, 'This gal am free and hss papers,' ~nd tells me he
& legislature mah and takes me and lets me stay with his slaves, He is a good
Ran,

"He tells me there's o slave refugee camp ia Wharton County but I
¢idn't have no money left, but he pays me some for workin' and when the war's
over I starts to bunt mamma 'gain, and finds her ir Wharton County near where

Woarton ig. Lew me, talk 'bout cryin' and singin' and cryin' some more, we
fure done it, I stays with mamma till I gets married in 1871 © Jobn Armetrong,

[
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and then we all comes to Houaton.

"I geteme a job nussin' for Dr, Rellaford and was all through
the yellow fever epidemic., I 'lects in '75 people die jes' like sheep
with the rots, I's seen folks with the fever jump from their bed with
death on 'em and grab other folks, The doctor saved lots of folks,
white and black, 'cause he sweat it out of 'em. He mixed up hot water
and vinegar and mustard and some else in it.

"But, law me, 80 much is gone out of my mind, 'cause I's 91

year o0ld now end my mind jes' like my legs, Jjes' kinda hobble 'round

a bit,
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STEARLIN ARNWINE, 84, was born a
slave to Albertus Arnwine, nezr
Jacksonville, Texas, who died
when Stearlinm was seven or eight.
He was bought by John Moselsy,

of Rusk, TExas, who made Stearlin
a houseboy, and was very kind to
him, He now lives about six miles
west of Jacksonville.

-

¥I vas bo'n 'fére de war, in 1853, right nsar this here

toﬁn, on Gua Creek, My mammy belcnged to Massa Albertus Arnwine,
and he wasn' ever married, He owned four women, my mammy, Aan, my
grandmother, Gracie, and my Aunt Winnle and Aunt l(a\ry. | He didn?
own my nigger mbx;., Tcept the chiilen of these women, Grandma
lived in de house with Massa mein(and the rest of us iived in .
cabins in de ya'd. My mammy come from Memphis tut I don' know
zéhar my pappy come from, He was Ike lane, I has three half brothers,
end their names is Joe and Will end Jolm Schot, a.né two sisters
called Polly and Rosie,

"Messa Arnwine died 'fore de war and he made a will end
it gave all ﬂe owned to the women he owned, and Jedge Jowell promiged
massa on his deathbed he would take us to de 'fr'ee country, but he

didn', He took us to his place to work for him for 'bout two years

and the women never did get that 900 acres of land Massa Armwine willed

totem, I don' know who got it, but they didn', I imows I still has a
share in that land, but it takes momey to git it im cou't,

"§hen war broke I fell into the hem's of Massa John Moseley
~at Busk, They brought the dogs to roun' us up from the fiel's whar we

wes workin®, I was the only one of my fam'ly to go to Massa John,
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"I never did wo'k in the fiel's at Massa John's place., He said
I mus' be his houseboy and houseboy I wes, Massa was sho! good to me
and I didé love to be with him and follow him ‘roun’,

"The kitchen wes out im de ya'd and I had to carry the victuals
to the big dinin'érobn;. When dinner wag over, Massa John tuk a nap and
I had to fan him, and Lawsy me, I'd git so sleepy. I kin heer him now,
for he'd weke up and say, 'Go get me a drink outta the northeast corner
of de well,!

"We had straw end grass beds, we put it in sacks on de groun' and
slep' on de sacks, I don' 'member how much land Massa Johm had but it
was a big place and he had lots of slaves, We chillun had sb.pper early
in deevenin' and mostly corabread and hawg meat and milk, We all ate
from & biz pot, I larned to spin and weave and knit and made lots of
socks,

"Masss John had two step-daughters, Kiss Mollie and Miss Laura,
and they wen' to school at Rusk, It was my Job to take 'em thar 'ev'ry.
Monday momini on horses and go back after Yem Friday afternoon,

"I never sarnt no money !'fore fresdom come, but once my bdrother-
in-law give me five dollars., I was so proud of it I showed it to de I
ladies and one of 'em said, !'You donm' nQed dat,' and she give me two
sticks of candy and tuk de money. But I didn' know any better then,

"I seed slaves for sale om de auction block. They sol' 'em
‘eordin' to strengt' and muscles. They was stripped to de wais!,

I seed the women and 1ittle chillum cryia' and beggin' not to be sep-

- argted, but it didn' do no goecd. They ihaﬂ. to go,
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*The only chu'ch I knowed 'bout was when we'd git together in de
night and have preyer meetin' and singin.' We use' to go way out in de
woods so ¢le white folks wouldn' hear nothin', Sometimes we'd stay nearly
all night on Saturday, '"cause we didn' have to work Sundgy.

WiBout the only thing we could play vas stick hosses., I mede
miles and miles on the stick hosses, After the War Massa John have
his chillun a big roll of Confederate money znd they give us some of it
to trade end buy stick hosses ¥ith,

#hen Massa John tol' us we was free, he didn' seem to min', but
Miss Em, she bawled and squalled, say ho;r prop!ty taken 'way from her,
After dat, my mammy gatilars us togedder and tuk u‘; to the Dr. Middleton
place, out from Jacksonville, From thar to de Ragsdale place whar I's
been ever since, |

"I wore my first pants when I was fourteenyears ole, and they stung
'$ill I was mis'ble., The cloth was store bought tut memmy made the pants
at home, It was what we called dog-heir cloth. Mammy isade my first shoes,

we called ‘em 'red rippers!,

BRERR R EERBRRS
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SARAH ASHLEY, 93, was born in
Mississippl. She recalls her
experiences when s0ld on the
bdock in New Orleans, and on
a cotton plantation in Texas,
She now lives at Goodrich,
Texas.

"I ain't able to do nothin' no more., I's jus' plumd give
out and I stays hers by myself., My daughter, Georgia Grime, she
used to 1ive with me dut she's been dead four year,
"I was born in Mise'ippi and Massa Henry Thomas buy us
and bring us here, He a spec'lator and buys up lots of niggers
and sells 'oﬁ. Us family was sep'rated, My two sisters and my
papa was 80ld to a man in Georgia. Den dey put me on a block and
bid me off. Dat in Few Orleans and I scairt and cry, but dey put
ne up dere anyway. First dey takes me to Georgla and dey didn't
sell me for a long spell. Massa Thomas he travel round and buy and
sell niggers, Us stay in de spectlators gyovo de long time,
"After 'while Massa Mose Davis cc;me from Cold Spring, in
Texas, and buys us, £Ee was buyin' up little chillen for he chillen,
Dat 'bout four year befo’ de first war. I was 19 year old when de
burst of freedom come in June and I git turn loose,
*I was workin' in de field den. Jus' befo' dat de old massa
he go off and buy more niggers. He go east. He on a doat wl;at git stove

up and he die and never come back no more., Us never see him no more,

ol

34



" (Texas)

Lx-slave Stories . Page Two %

"I used to have to pldk cotton and sometime I pick 300 pound
and tote it a mile to de cottor house, Some pick 300 to 800 pound
cotton and have to tote de bag de whole mile to de gin. Iffen dey
dida't do dey work dey git whip till dey have blister on 'em. Den
iffen dey didn't do 1t, de man on a hoss goes down de rows and whip
with a paddle aake with holes in it and bus' de blisters. I never
gif whip, ‘caunse I allus git my 300 pound, Us havc‘to go early to do
dat, when de horn goes early, befo'! daylight. Us have to take de
victuals in de bucket to de field. |

"Masgss have de log house and ua live in littls houses,
stéowed in long rows, Dere wasn't no meetin's ‘lowed in de quarters
and iffen dey have prayer meetin' de bdoss man whip dem. Sometime us
mn off at night and go to camp meetin', I takes de white chillen
to church sometime, but dey couldn't layn me to sing no songs ‘cause
I didn' have no spirit,

"Ue never got 'mough t;ov eat, 80 us keeps stealin’ stuff,

Us has to. Doy €lve us de peck of mesl tc last de week and two, thres

. pound bacom iz cmunk, Us never hsve flour or sugar, Jus' cornmeal and

de meat and 'taters, De niggers has de dig box under de fireplace, where
dey kep' all de pig and chickens what dey steal, down in salt,

"] geed a man run away and de white men gotv de dogs and dey
kotch him and put him in de‘ front room and he Jump through de dbig wiadow’
and break de glass all wp, Dey sho' whips him when dey kotches him,

"De way dey whip de niggers was to stiip 'om off naked and whip

‘em t111 doy make blisters and bus' de bligters, Dem dey take de salt
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and red pepper and put in de wounds, After dey wash and greass dem aad put
gsomethin' on dem, to kcep dem from bleed to dsath,

"Wher de boss man told us freedom was come he didn'y like it, but
he give al1l us de bale of cotton and some corn. He ask us to stay and he'p
with de crop but we'uns 30 glad to git 'way dat nobody stays. - I got *bout
fifty dollars for de cotton and den I lends it to a nigger what never pays
s¢ back yit., Den I got no place $o go, 80 I cooks for s white man name!
Dick Cole. He sposen give me $5,00 de month but he never paid me no money.
Je'd give me eats and clothes, ‘cause he has de 1ittle store,

"Now, I's all alone and thimks of dem old times what was so bad,

and I's ready for de Lawd to call me."”

I LTI L1 L
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AGATHA BABINO, horn a slave of
Ogis Guidry, near Carenco, Louis-
iana, now lives in a cottage on
the property of the Blessed Sac-
rament Church, in Beaumont, Texas.

She sgys she is at least eighty-
seven and probably much older,

"0ld Marse was Ogis Guidry. 014 Miss was Laurenﬁine. Dey had
four chillen, Placid, Alphonse and Mary and Alexandrine, and live in a
big, one-story house with a gallery and brick pillsrs, Dey had a big
place. I 'spect a mile 'cross it, and fifty slaves,

"My mome nare was Clarice Richard, She come from South Carolina,

Papa was Dick Kichard, He come from North Carolina. He was slave of old
Placid Guilbeau. He live near Old Marss. Ly brothers was Joe and Nicholes
and OQui and Albert and Maurice, and sisters was Maud and Cklestine and
Pauline,

"Us slaves lived in shabby houses, Dey builded of logs and have dirt
floor, We have a four foot bench, fie pull it to 2 table ~nd set »n it,
De bed a platform with planks and moss,

Wde had Sunday off. Christmas was off, too, Dev give us chicken and
flour den. But most holidays de white folks hns company. Dat mean more work
for us.

"01d Marse bad., He beat us till we bleed, He rub salt and pepper
in. One time I sweep de yard. Younzg miss come home from collega. She slap
my‘ face, She want to heat me., Mema sgr to beat her, so dey did. She took
de beatin' far me, |

"My aunt run off 'cause dey beat her so much, Dey brung her back and

beat her some more,

o
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"Ye have dance outdoors sometime, Sgmebndy play fiddle and banjo.

e dance de reel and quadrille and buck dance, Ne men dance dat., If we go
to dance on 'nother plantatinn we have to have pass. De pattefrollers come
and. mekes us sLow de slip, If dey ain't no slip, we git beat,

"I see plenty sojers, Dey fight at Pines s~nd we hear %all g> 'zing--zing.'
Younr marse have blue coat., He put it on ~nd climb a tree tc see, De sojers
come and think he a Yankee, Dey take hie gun, Dey turn him loose when dey
find out he ain't no Yankes,

"When de real Yankees come dev take corn and gooses and hosses. Dey
don't ask for nothin', Dey take what doﬁr wants,

"Some masters hav; chillen by slaves. Some sold dere own chillen.
Some sot dem free,

"7hen freedom come we have to sign up to work for money for a vear.
e couldn't go work for nobody else, After de yvear some stays, but not long.

"De Ku Klux kill niggers. Dey come to take my uncle. He open de door,
Dey don't take him but tell him to vote Democrat next day or dev will, Dey
kilt some niggers what wouldn't vote Democrat.

"Pey kill my old uncle Davis. He won't vote Democrat, Dey shoot him, Den
dey stand him up and let him fall down. Ney tie him by de feet, Dey drag him
through de bresh. Dey dare his wife to cry. |

"When I thirty I marry Tesisfor Babino. Pere Abadie marry us at Grand

.\‘Co‘tean. We have dinner with wine, Den come big dance. We have twelve chillen,
We works in de field in Opelousas. We come here twenty-five vear ago. He die
in 1917, Dey let's me live here. It nice to be nesar de church. I can go to

_prayers when I wants to,

W~
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- EX=SLAVE AUTOBIOGRAPHY

MRSes JOHN BARCILAY (nee Sarah sanders)
Brownwood, Texas was born in Xomo,
Mississippl, September 1, 1853+ She
was born a slave at the North Slades?
places 1Iir, &nd lirs, North Slade were
the only owners she ever hades She
served as aurse=-maid for her marster's
children and did general houseworks
She, with her mother and father and fami=
ly stayed with the Slades until the end
of the year after the Civil Ware. They
then moved to themselves, hiring out %o
n"white Folkse" ‘

"Ny marSter and mistress was good to0 all de slaves dat
worked for deme But our over-seer, Jimmy shearer, was sho!
Mean, .One day he done git mad at me for some little some=-
thin' and when I take de ashes to de garden he catches me

and churns me up and down on de grounfs OQOne day he got mad




Page two } 40

at my brother and kicked him end over end, jes'! like a stick
oif woode He would whip us 'til we was raw and then put pep-
per and salt Lln de sores. TIf he thought we was too slow in

doin' anything he would kick us off Jae zroun' anGé churn us

up and downe Qur punishment depended on de mooc of de over=
seeres I never did see no slaves solde 'Yhen we was gick dey
give us mediocline out of drug storess De over=seer would git
some coarse cotton éloth to make our work clothgfout of and

den he would make dem so narrow we couldn! hardlnyalk.

"There was 1800 acres in larster gSladet's plantation, we
got up at 5:00 o'clock in de mornin' &nc de field workers would
guit after sun-downe We didn' have no jalils for slavesas Ve
went to church with de white folks and there wag & place in de
back of de church for us to site

"I was'jes' & ohild den and us chilluns would gather in
de baok yard and sing songs @&ad play games and dance Jigse
Song I 'member most is 'The Day ls Past and Gone.!

"One time marster found out the over-seer wis so mean to
me, so he dissharged him and released me from duty for awhile,

rwe never did wear shoes through de week but on Sunday we
would dress up in our white cotton dresses and put on shoes.

"We wasn't teught to reed or write as ©@ur owner didn't
think anything about it. wWe had to work if there was work to be
mdohe. When we got caught up den we could have time off, If any
of us got sick our mistress would ‘'tend to us herselfs If she
thought we was sick enough she would call de white dootor,

nwhen de marster done told us we was free we jumped up and
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down &nd slapped our hends and shouted 'Glory to Godl' Iord,
child dat was one happy bunch of niggers. .while after dat
some oI de slaves told marster dey wanteu to stay on with nim
like dey had been but he told 'em no dey couldn't, 'oause dey
was frees e sald he could use some of 'em but dey would have
to buy what dey got «nd he would have to pay 'em like men.
"When I was ‘bout 18 yeurs old I married John Barclaye
I's had ten chillun and four gran'=chillun and now I lives by

-

m’selfo"
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JOHN BARKER, age 84, Houston.

5 photographs makked Green Cumby have
been assigned to this manuscript - the *Green
Cumby' photos are zttached to the proper manu-
script and the five referred to above ~»re prob-
ably pictures of John Bzrker.
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JOEN BARKER, age 84, was bern near
Cineinnati, Ohie, the property of
the Barker family, whe moved to
Missouri and later to Texas, He
and his wife live in a neat cottsge
in Heuston, Texas.

"I was born a slave. I'm a Malagasser(Madagascar) nigger.
I 'member all 'bout dem times, even up in Ohio, though de Barkers
brought me to Texas later on, My mother and father was call Good-
man, but dey died when I was little ahd ﬁissy Barker raised me
on de plantation down near Houston., Dey was plenty of work and
plenty of reom,

"l ;member ny grandma and grandpa. In dem days de horned
toads runs over de world and my grandpa would gather 'em and lay
'em in de fireplace till dey dried and roll 'em with bottles till
dey like ashes and dem rub it on de shoe. bottoms., You see, when dey
wants to run away, dat stuff don't stick all on de shoes, it stick to
de track, Den dey carries some of dat powder and throws it as far as
dey eould jump and den jump over it, and do dat again till dey use all
de powder, Dat thréwed de common hounds off de trail altogether, But
dey have» de bloodhounds, hell hounds, we calls 'em, and dey could pick
up dat trail. Dey run my grandps over 100 mile and three or four days
and nights and found him under a bridge., What dey put on him was
enough! I seen 'em whip runaway niggers till de blood run down dere
baciks and den put salt in de plaees, |

"I 'spect dere was 'bout 40 or 50 aeres in de plantation, Dey

worked gnd worked =nd didn't have ne dances or church. Dances nothin!

-2
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"My massa and missus house was nice, but it was a log house,
They had big fireplaees what took great big chunks of wood and kep'! fire
all night, e lives in de back irn & little bitty house like a chicken
house, We makes beds out of posts and slats across 'em and fills tow
sacks with shucks in 'em for mattress and pillaivs. ?

"I seed slaves sold and they was yoked like steers and seld by
pairs sometimes. Dey wasn't 'lowed to marry, 'cause they could be sold |
and it wasn't no use, but you could live with tem, |

"We used to eat possums and dese old-fashioned coons and ducks.
Sometimes we'd eat goats, too. We has plenty cornmeal and 'lasses and
ve gets milk sometimes, but we has no fine' feed. 'cept on Christmas, we
gits some cake, maybe.

"My grandma says one day dat we all is free, but we stayed
vith Massa Barker quite o while. Dey pays us for workin! hut it ain't
mch pay, 'cause de war done took dere money and all. But they was good
te ﬁs, so we stayed,

"I was 'bout 20 when I marries de fust time. It wes a big blow-
ot and I was scared de whole time, First time I ever tackled marryin'.
Dey had a big paper séck of rice and throwed it all over her and I, enough
rice to last three or four days, threwed away Jjus' for nothin'. I had on

a black, alpacs suit with frock tail coat snd, if I ain't mistaken, a right
,_?.vl:v‘thito shirt, My wife hove a great trgin on her dress and one dem things

ﬂu eall 2 wreath, I wore de leudest shoes we could find, what you call
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de Pattersons, and we been here 23 years now,

"Ghosties? I was takin' care of a white man when he died and
1 seed something 'bout three feet high and black., I reckon I must have
fainted 'cause they has de doctor for me, And on dark nights I seed
¢hosties what has no head.  Dey looks like dey wild and dey is all in dif-
§ ferent performsnce, 'WWhen I #oin' down de road and feel a hot steam and look
l over my siculder I can see 'em plain as you standin' dere. I seed 'em when
| oy wife was with me, but she can't see 'em, 'cause some people ain't gifted

to see 'em,

WERBBRRRERE D
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JOE BARNES, 89, was borm im

Tyler Co., Texas, on Jim Sapp's

plantation, He is very feeble,

but keeps his great grandchildrenm

in line while their mother works.

They live in Beaumont. Joe is

tall, slight, and has gray hair

and a stubby gray mustache, In

his kind, geatle voice he relates

his experiences in slavery days.

"Dey calls ne Paul Barnes, but my name ain't Pa}ll, it am Joe.
Ny massa was Jim Sapp, up here in Tyler County, and missus' name was
Ann, De Sapp place was bi% and dey raise' g sight of cotton and cora,
014 massa Jim he have 'bout 25 or 30 slaves.

UMy mammy's name was Artimisi, but dey call her Emily, and
pa's nzme Jerry Wooten, 'cause he live on de Wooten place. My steppa
ngmed Barnes and I tskenm dat name, My p;n'ents, dey have de broom-
stick weddint, |

"When I's a chile us play marbles and rum rabbits and ride
de stick hoss and de like, When I gits more bigger, us play ball, sort
of~ like basebsll, Ome time my brudder go git de hosses and dey lots
of raim amd de creek swoll up high, De water so fast it wash him off he
hoss and I aim't seed him since., Dey never find de body. He's 'bout
‘ten year old den,

¥ Massa live in de big box house and de quarters am in e row
| in de back, Some of dem box e2nd some of dem log. Dey have two rooms.
Every day de big, old cowhorm blow for di}nner and us have de little tin
- cup what us git potlicker im and meat amd cormbread and salt bacon. Us

;{‘.ﬁsit's greeas, t00, De chimmeys 'bout four feet wideand dey cooks every -

ns in de firephace, Dey have pots and ovens and put fire below and

wde
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"I used to wear what I calls a one-buttom cutaway., It was jis!

a shirt make out of homespun with pleats down fromt. Dey make dey own
cloth dem time,

"Massa marry de fc;lks in de broomstick style., Us don' have de
party but sometime us sing and play games, like de round dance,

"Dey give de little ones bacon t0 suck and tie de string to de
bacor ard de other roumd dey wrists, so dey won't swallow or lose de
bacon, TFor de little bits of ones dey rings de bell for dey mommers
to come from de field and nuss 'enm,

"After freedom come us stay a year and den move to Begumont
end us work in de sawmill for Mr, Jim Long. De fust money I git I give
to my mammy, Me amd mammy and stepdaddy stays in Beaamont two yeers |
den moves to Tyler and plants de crop. But de next year us xove back
to Beaumont on de Lamgham plece and mammy work for de Longs till she die,

"fhen I git marry I merry Dicey Allen and she die and I never
marry mo more, I worked in sawmillin' and on d%.og pond and allus gits
by pretty good, I ain't done no work much de la,;t ten yesar, I.',s too o0ld,

"I sort a looks after my grandchillem and I sho' loves dem, I
sits 'roumd snd mrts s1l de time, It am rheumatism in de feets, I reckon.

| 1 80t slx gramdchillen amd three great -grandchillem and dal one vou hears

cryia!, dat de baby I's raisim' in dere,

WI'g feared I didm't tell you so mich 'bout things way back, but

de truth am, I can't 'member like I used to.

LD L L L2
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ARMSTEAD BARRETT, born in 1847, was a

slave of Stafford Barrett, who lived

in Huntsville, Texas, He is the husbhand

of Harriett Barrett. Armstead hzs a

very poor memory and ran tell little

about early dsys. He and Harriet re-
,\Q”s\ ceive 0ld sge pensions,

WI's really owned by Lassa Stafford Barrett, but my mgmmy 'longed
to lirssa Ben Walker and was 'lowed to keep me with her, So after we'luns
sot free, I lives with my daddy and mamay and goes by de name of Barrett.
Daddy's name was ﬁeﬁry Barrett and he's brung to‘ Texas frovn.Richmond, in
Virginny,and mammy come from Kentucky, Us al]:. lived in Funtsville, I
wéited on Mis.ﬁ 'Ann\..a.nd nammy was cooic.

"0ld massa have‘docto.r for us when us sick, We's too vel'ble. Jus'
like to de faot beef, massa am good to us. Massz go'to other states and git
men and women and chile slaves and bhring dem back to sell, 'cause he speé'lator.
He make dem wash up good and den sell dem, |

"Mos! time we'unz went naked. .);us' have on one shirt or no shirt
a~tall, |

"I know when peace 'clared dey all shoutin'. One women hollerin' and

& white man .with de high-steppin' hoss ride clost to her and I see him git
out and opémn he knife and cut her wide 'cross de stomach. Den he put he hat
inside he shirt and rid off like lightnin', De woman put in wagon and I never

~ heered no more 'bout her.’

I didn't git nothin' when us freed. Only some cast-off clothes,

Ong time after I rents de place on halves end farms most my life. Now I's

00 01d to work and gits a pension to liveon,

nln
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"I seems to think us have more freedom when us slaves, 'cause we have
‘no 'sponsibility for sickness den. We have to take care all dat now and
de white man, he be;;.ts de nigger out what he makes., Back in de old days,
4 white men an hones!, All the nigger knowed was hard work., I think de
cullud folks ought to be 'lowed mere privileges; in votin' now, Mcause dey
hg,ve de same 'sponsibility as white men gnd‘d.ey more znd more educated and
brighter and brighter. |

"T think 'our young folks pretty sorry. They wont do right, but I

S

'lieve iffen dey could git fair wages dey'd do better, Dey. git beat out of
wh.at dey does, anyway. .

o vI 'membe:;‘ a owner had some slaves“and de overseer had.. it in for
two of dem, ' He'd whip dem near evez;y day_ ani'i dey does all could be did to
, pieasé him, So one dgy he come to.de fiel& az.xd“c:a,lls one dem slzves aﬁd
~dat slave dreps he hoe and goes over and grabs dat overseer. Den de other

"slave cut dat overseer's head right slap off and throwed it down one of de

rows. De owner he fools 'round and sells dem two slaves for $800,00 each

and dat all de ;punisbment dem two slaves sver got,

BRGNS
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HARRIET BARRETT, 86, was bhorn in

N\ Walker Cy., Texas, in 1851, a slave
O° of Steve Glass. She now lives in
% Palestine, Texas.

"Massa Steve Glass, he own my pappy and mammy and zme, until the
war freed us, Pappy'sréarned in Africy and mammy in Virginy, ard brung
to Texas 'fore de war, and I's borned in Texas in 1851, I'Juheered ny
grandpzs was wild and dey didn't know 'bout marryin?' in Africy. My
brother name Steve Glass and‘I dunno iffen I hadvsisters or not,
"Dey put me to cookin' when I's & 1i'l kid and people says now dat
. Aunt Harriet am de bes' cook in Madisonville; Massa have great big garden

and plenty to eat. I's cook big s&illet plumb ful‘ corn at de time and us

all have plenty meam Haaaa, he stqp out and kill big deer and put in de

great big pot and cook it, Then us have cornbres=d and syrup. A -

"Us have log quarters with stick posts for bed and deerskin stretch

o§ér it. Den us puil moss and throw over dat. I have de good massa, bless
he soul, Missy, she plumb good, She sick all de time and dey never havé
white chillen. Dey live 1h big, log house, four rooms in it and de great
hall 5oth ways through it.
"Massa, he havé big bunch slaves and work dem long as dey could see
and den lock 'em up in- de quarters at night to koep 'em from rummin' off,
%'fDe paxterrollers come and £0 through de quarters to see if gll de niggers

“dere, Dey walk right over us when us sleeps.

L4

"Some slave run off, gwine to de north, and massa he cotch him and give

PR fhirty4n1ne 11¢k§‘with rawhide and 1odk‘dem up at night, too, and keep
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"I have de good massa, bless he soul, and missy she plumb good,
1411 .never forgit den. lassa 'low us have holiday Saturday night and
g0 to nigger dance if it on 'nother plantation. Boy, oh bov, de tin
pan heatin' and de banjo pickin' and de dance all night long.

"When de war start, white miss:} die, and mossg have de greacher.
She wzs white angel, Den messa marry Miss‘y Alice Long ond she de bad
woman with us niggers, She hard »n us, nof 1i§:e 0ld missy,

"I larned lots of remedies for sick people. Charcoal and onions
end honey for de 1i'l Bmby an good, énd camphor for de chills and fever
and teeth cuttin', 1I's boil red ;a}«: bark end maxe tes for fever and make
cactus weed root tea for féver and chills and col‘ic. Ds best remedy faor
chills and fever am to git rabbit foot tie_o.n string 'round de neck,

"Massa, he carry me *to war with him, 'cguse I's de‘ ggod cook, In
dat New Orleans battle he wounded and guns roarin' ever;;where.' Dey hrung
massa in and I's jus! asjwhite as he am den. Dem Yankees done shoot de roof
off de house, I nuss de sick and wounded clean through de wa g,nd seed dem
ivin' on every side of me,

"I's most scared to death when de war end. Us still in New Or).eans

and all de shoutin' dat took place 'cause us free! Dey crowds on de streets

and was in a stir jus' as thick as flies on de dog. Massa say I's free as

him, but iffen I wants to cook for him and missy I gits $2,50 de month, so

cooks for him till I marries .erstaad Barrett, and then u& farm for de

;‘fin'. Us have big church weddin' and I has white loyel dress and black

an shoes, Us besn married 51 years now,

Ll 2L
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JOHN BATES, 84, was borm in
Little Rock, Arkansas, a sleve
of ¥ock Batemem, When still
very young, John moved with

» his mother, a slave of Harry
o Hogan, to Limestone Cq.,Texss.
- . . >
e John now lives in Corsicana,

supported by his children and
an 214 age pension,

--

"My psppy wes Ike Batemen, 'cause his massa's néme em
Mockbatemen, and mammy's name wos Froancis. They come from Tennessee
end I nad four brothers gnd six sisters. we jes! left de last part
of de name off and call it Bates and dat's how I got ny usme, Mammy
'longed to Kassa Harry Hogem and while I's smeall us move to Texas, to
Limestone County, 2nd I don'T 'member much 'bout pap-y, 'cause I ain't
never seed him since,

"Massa Hogza was a purty good sort of fellow, but us went
hongry de fust winter in Texas, He lived inr de big log house with de
hzllway clean through and a gallery clean 'cross de front., De chimney
was big 'mough to buran logs in and it sho! throwed out de heat, It was
a good, big place and young massa come out early and holler for us to
git up and be in de field,

"Missy Hogan was de good women and try her dead level best to
teach me to resd and write, but my head jes' too thick, I jes' couldn't
lara, My Uncle Ber he could read de Bible and he allus tell us some day
us be free and Massa Harry laugh, -haw, haw, haw, and he szy, 'Hell, no,
vous mever be free, yous aim't got sense 'mough to meke de livim' if :rous
was free,!' Dem he takes de Bible 'way fram Umcle Bem and say it put
de bad ideas im he head, but Uncle gits 'mother Bitle amrd hides it amd

massg never finds it out,

]
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"feluns goeé to de 5ig baptisin' ome time and it's at de big
sawmmill tank and 50 is baptise' and I's in dat bunch myself., But dey
dide't have no fumerals for de slaves, but jes' bury dem like a cow or
a hoss, jes' dig de hole and roll 'em in it and cover ‘em up,

"far come snd durim? dem times jes' lilke tnodey mearly everybody
kmows what gwine om, news travels purty fast, and iffen de slaves couldn'y
git it with de pass dey slips out after dark amd go in another plantation
by de back wgy. Course, iffen dem patterrollers cotch dem it Jjas' too
bad and dey gits whiﬁ. '

"fhen de news comesAin dat us free, Massa Harry never call us
up like everybody else did the slaves, us hes to g0 up and ask him 'bout it.
He come out on de fromt gallery and says we is free aad turrs 'round amd
goes in de house without 'mother word, We all sho! feels sorry for him
the way he acts and hates to leave him, hut we wamts to go, Wéknowed he
wasn't able to give us nmothin! so begins to scatter and 'bout tén or fifteen
days Massa Harry dies. I think he jes' grieve himself to death, all he
troudble comin' on him to omce.

"Us worked omn diff'rent farms till I marries and my fust wife
em Emms Williams and a cullud prescher marries us at her house. ¥s picked

‘cottom after dat and dem I remts a place om de halvers for five year and
after sev'ral years I buys eighty acres of lamd, Fin'ly us dome paid dat
out amd dome some repairs amd den us sep'rate after livim' twemty-three
year together, So I gives dat place to her and de six chillem sad I walks

out regdy to start all over 'gain.
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"Then I meets Sarah Jomes and us marries, but she gives me de
divorcement. A1l dis time I works om 5 farm for de day wages, den I
reats 'nother farm on de halvers on de black land and stays dere sev'ral
year., TFia'ly I gits de job workia' at de cotton oil mill in Corsicana
and stays at dat job till dey says I's too old., I dome buy dis 1li'l home
here and now has a plsce to live. Sarah dome coma back to me and us has
seven chillen. Ome of de boys worics at de cotton 0il mill and two works
at de compress right here in Corsiczna and one works at de beer place in
Dallas,

W"Us raises a 1i'l on dese two lots and de chillen brings some
from de farm, I mean my fust wife's chillen, and with de pensiom check
us mansge to live a 1i'l longer, Us boys pays d%taxes and de imsurance

Tor us,

Ll L L]
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HARRISON BECKETT, born a
slave of I, D. Thomas of
San Augustine, Texas, now

S lives in Beaumont. A great-
R grandson climbed into Har-
e rison's lap during the inter-

view, and his genial face
1lit up with a smile, He
chmckled as he told of his
own boyhood days, and
appeared to enjoy reminis-
cing. At times he uses .
big words, some of his own '
coining,

"I's 'mong de culls now, like a hoss what am too old, I's purty
small yit when 'mancipation comes snd didn't have no hard work. 01d Massa
hove me aond de other 11i'l piggers keep de stock out de fields. Us 1i'l
boogers have to run and keep de cows out de corn and de cotton patch. Dat
ought to been 'nough to keep us out of debbilment,

"It come t0 pass my memmy work in de field, Her nszme Cynthia Thomas
and‘daddy's name Isazc Thomas. But after freedom he goes back to Florida =nd
find out he pécple end git he real name, and dat am Beckett. Dat 'bout ten
years after 'mancipation he go back to he old home in Florida. Memmy's people
was de Polkses, in Georgim, Mammy come in fram de field at nine or ten
o'clock at night and she be all wore out and too tired to cook lots of times.
But she have to git some food for us., We all had a tin pen and git round de
table and dat like a feast. But lots of times she's so tired she go to bed
without eatin' nothin' herself.

"My sisters was Ellen and Sani and Georgy-Ann and Cindy and Sidi-Ann.
Dey's all big 'nough to work in de field, My brudders name Matthew and Ed and
Henry and Ha;ry. what am me, and de oldes' one am General Thomas.

"Dey more'n & hundred head of black folks on Masea Thomas' two farms,

“end 'bout a hundred fifty acres in each farm, One de farms in iron ore, what

T P
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am red lend, and de other in gray land, half sand and half hlack dirt.
"Us slaves live in polg houses and some in split log houses,

with two rooms, one for to sleep in and one for to cook in. Day ain't no

glass windows, Jjus' holes in de walls, Dere was jmck beds to sleqp.on,

made out of poles. Dey has four legs and ain't nail to de wells,

"0ld Massa he care for he hands purty well, considerin' everything.

In ginnin' time he 'low de women to pick up cotton from de ground and make
mattresses and quilts., He make some cloth and buy some, A woman weave all
de time and when de shickle jump out on de floor I picks it up. I used to
could knit socks and I was jes' & 1i'l boy then, but I keep everything in
fmembrance,

"Dey have some school and de chillen larnt readin' and writin'!, and
manners and behavicur, too., Sometime dey git de broke-down white man to be
teacher, But us didn't know much and it taken ten years or more after freedom
to git de black men de quelification way he could handle things.

HOne time us bovs git some watermillions out in de bresh and hit ‘em
or drap 'em to break 'em open. Dere come massa and cotch us not workin', but
eatin! he watermillions, He tell my daddy to whip me. But lots of times when
usAsposed to mind de calves, us am out ecatin'! watermillions in de bresh, Den
de calves git out ond massa see dem run and coteh us.

101d masss was kind and good, though. He have partiality 'bout him,
and wouldn't whip nobody without de cause, He whip with de long, keen switch
and it didn'y bruise de back, but sho! d14 sting. When he git real mad, he

pull up you shirt and whip on de bdare hide, One time he whippin' me and I

| -2
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busts de button off my shirt what he holdin' on to, and runs awsy. I tries
to outrun him, and dat tickle him, I sho! give de ground..fits with ny feets,
But dem whippin's doné me good, Dey break me up from thievin' and meke de men
of me, |

"De wgy dey dress us 1i'l nigger bovs den, dey give us a shirt what
come way down 'tween de knees and ankles. When de weather am too cold, dey
sometimes give us pants,

"De white preachers come round and preach. Dey have de tabernacle
like a arbor and cullud folks come from all round to hear de Gospel fspounded,
Most every farm have de cullud man larnin' to preach. I used to 'long to de
Methodists but now I 'longs to de Church of Christ.

"Mossa Thomas, he de wholeszle merchant and git kilt in New Orleans.

A big box of freight goods fall on him, a box 'bout a yard square on de end
and six ;}ards long., He's carryint beck some good far to make exchangement
and dey pullin'! up de box with pulley and rope and it fall on him, De New
Orleans folks say it am de accidentment, but de rest say de rope am cut,
One of massa's old friends was Lawyer Broaks, He used to firmanize de word.

"Massa have two boys, Mr., Jimmie and Li'l Ide and dey both goes %o de
war, Li'l Ide, he go up in Arkansas and dey say when dat first cannon busts
at Li'l Rock, he starts runnin' and never stops 'till he gits back home, I
don't see how he could do dat, 'cause Li'l Rock am way far off, but dat what
dey‘ sgy. Den de men comes to git 'serters and dey gits Li'l I2» and takes him
back, .nr. Jimﬁe; he didn't break de ranks. He stood he ground,

"Mammy and dem tell me when war am over de boss and he wife, dey calls
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de slaves up in de bunch and tells 'em, 'You's free 2s I is, Keep on or quit,
if you wants., You don't have to stay no further, you's free today,! Dat near
June 19th, ond all of tem stays. Massa say, 'Go 'head and finish-de crop and
I feed you and pay you,' Dey all knowed when he kilt de hawgs us git plenty
of meat, . Dat young massa say ell dat, Ycause old massa done git kilt.

"It's at Panola County where I first hears of de Klux, Dey call
dem White Caps den, Dey move over in Panola County and ranges at de plnce call
Big Creeix Merval, b}; McFaddin Creek, Dey's pﬁrty rough. De landowners tell
dey niggers not to kill de Wﬁita Caps but to scare dem '‘wagy. At night dey »
come knock and if you don't open it dey pry it open and run you out in de field.
Dey run de niggers from Merryville round Longview, Dey some gond mgn in de
Klux and some bad men, But us work hard and go home and dey ain't bother us
none,

"Dey used to be a nigger round dere, cell Bandy Joes, He git kilt
at Nacogdoches fin'ly. He could turn into anything. De jedge of he parish
was Massa Lee and he say dey ought let Bandy Joe live, so dey could larn he art,
Dey done try cotch him de long time, and maybe be hoidin' him and first thing
‘they know he gone and dey left holdin' he coat, Dey shoot at him and net hurt
him, He tell he wife dey ain't no kind bullet can hurt him but de silver bullet,

"Dat Bandy Joe, he ’say he a spirit and a human both. Iffen he didn't
‘want you to see him you jus' couldn't see him, Lots of folks liked him. De
_ Jedgesay he wish he could'a been brung to town, so he could 'zamine him 'bout
ke g;,ug, ~ De jedge knowed Bendy Joe could dis'pear jus' like nothin', and he
: eﬁohearhequetationhawhe git out he skin, I'd like to know dat myself.
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"I 'mAgines I seed ghosties two, three times. I used to range round at
nighttime, I rides through a 0ld slavery field 2nd de folks tell me, 'Harry,
you better be careful gwine ;cross dat 0ld field, They's things dere what makes
malas rur 'way, One night it am late end my mule run 'way. 1 ﬁéke ny 2ind I
80 back and see what he run from and somethin' am by de fence like de bear sténd
up straight, It stsnd dere 'tout fifteen minutes while I draws my best 'pinion
of it, I didn'y git any nearer dan to ses it, A man down de rosd tell me
de place am hanted and he dunno how many wagons and mules git pull by dat thing
at dat place,

“One time I’s livin! 'nother place and it am 'twixt sundown and dusk,
I had a 1i'l boy 'hind me and I secd g big sow with no head comin' over de
fence, My ma, she allus say what I see night be 'magination and to tum my
head and look 'gain and I does dat, But it still dere, Den I seed a hoss
goin'! down de roadrand he drag e chain, and cross de bridge and turn down de
side road., But when I git to de side road I ain't seed no hoss or nothin',
I didn'¢ say nothin' 4o de 1i'l boy 'hind me on de mule till I gits most hoge,
den asks him did he see enythin'. He sgy no, I wouldn't tell him 'fore dat,
‘cguse I 'fraid he light out and outrun me and I didn't want to be by myself
| with dem things, When I gits home and tell everybody, dey sz dat a man name
¥cCoy, what was killt dere and I seed he spirit,

#I's Tbout twenty-one when I marries Mandy Green. Us has twelve chillen,
end a world of grandchillen., I travels all over Louisiana and Texas in my time,
~ and come here three year ago, My son he work in de box fact'ry here, and he
- gt a bodily injurement while he workin' and die, and I conme hefe to de burial

and I been here ever since,

snnpan
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FRANK BELL, 86, was a slave
of Johnson Bell, who ran a
saloon in New Orleans, Frank
lives in Madisonville, Texas.

"I was owned by Johnson Bell and born in New Orleans, .in Louis-
iana, 'Cordin' to the bill of sale, Im eighty-six years o0ld, and my master
was a Frenchman and was real mean to me, He run saloon and kept bad women,
I don't know nothing 'bout my folks, if I even had any, 'cept mama. They
done tell me she was a bad woman and a French Creole,

"I worked 'round master's saloon, kep' everything cleaned up after
they'd have all night drinkin' parties, men and women, I earned nickels
to tip off where to go, so's they could sow wild oats. I buried the nickels
under rocks., If master done cotch me with money, he'd take it and beat me
nearly to death, All I had to eat was old stuff those people left, all

scraps what was left,

"One time some bad men come to master's and gits in a shootin!
scrape and they was two men kilt, I sho' did run, But master cotch me and
make me take them men to the river and tie a weight on them, so fhey'd sink
and the law wouldn't git him,

"The clothes I wore was some master's old ones. They allus had holes
in them, Master he stay drunk nearly all time and was mean to his slave. I'm
the only one he had, and didn't cost him nothing. He have bill of sale made,
'cause the law say he done stole me when I'm small child. Master kept me in

chains sometimes, He shot several men,

=
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"I didn®t have no quarters but stays 'round the place and throw old
sack down and lay there and slesp., I'm 'fraid to run, 'cause master say he'd
hunt me and kill nigger.

"When I'x 'bout seventeen I marries a gal while master on drunk spell,
Master he run her off, and I slips off at night to see her, but he finds it out.
He takes a big, long knife and cuts her head plumb off, and ties a great, heavy
weight to her and makes me throw her in the river., Then he puts me in chains
and every night he come give me a whippin', for long time,

"When war come, master swear he not gwine fight, but the Yankees they
captures New Orleans and throws master in a pen and guards him. He gets a
chance and ‘'scapes.

"When war am over he won't free me, says I%a valuable to him in his
trade, He say, 'Nigger, you's suppose to be free but I'll pay vou a dollar
a week and iffen you runs off I!'11 kill you.' So he makes me do lilke befo!
the war, but give me 'bout a dollar a month, 'stead week.

"He say I cost more'n I'm worth, but he won't let me go, Times I don't
know why I didn't die befo' I'm growed, sleepin' on the ground, winter and
summer, rain and snow, But not much snow there,

"Master helt me long years after the war, If anybody git after him, he
told them I stay 'cuuse I wants to stay, but told me if I left he'd kill h;m
'nother nigger, I stayed till he gits in a drunk brawl one night with meu
and women and they gits to shootin® and some kilt. Master got kilt. Then I'm
left to live or dies, s0o I wanders from place to place. I nearly starved to
death befo' I'd leave New Orleans, 'cause I couldn't think master am dead and

I'a 'fraid, Finally I gits up nerve to leave town, and stays the first night
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in white man's barn. I never slep'. Evary time I hears something, I jumps up
and master be standin' there, lookin' at me, dbut soon's I git up he'd leave.
Next night I slep' out in a hay field, and master he git right top of & tree
and start hollerin® at me, I never stays in that place. I gits gone from that
place., I gits back to towmn fast as my legs Carry me.

“Then I gits locked up in jail. I don't know what for, never did know,
One ths men says to me to come with him and takes me to the woods and gives me
an ax, I cuts rails till I nearly falls, all with chain locked 'round feet, so
I couldn't run off, ‘ He turns me loose and I ﬁanders 'gain. Never had a honme,
Works for men long 'nough to git fifty, sixty cents, then starts roamin' 'gsin,
like a stray dog like,

"After long time I marries Feline Graham. Then I has a home and we has
a white preacher marry us. We has one boy and he farms and I lives with him.
I worked at sawmill and farms all my life, but never could make much money.

"You know, the nigger was wild till the white man made what he has out

of the nigger. He done ed'cate them real smart,

RERRN
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Aunt Vireginia Bell, 1205 Rathven St,,
Houston, was born o slavs near Ope-
lousas, Louisiana, on the plantation
of Thomas Lewis, Although sne remem-
bers being told she was born on Christ-
mas Day, sne® does not kmow tne year,
out says sne guesses she is about 88
years old,

¥F§ell, sun, the fus' questien you ask me, ‘bout how old
Iis, I don' know %zactly., You see it ain't like things is to-
day. The young folks can tell you their 'zact age and everything,
but in tnose days we didn' pay much"tention to such things, But
I knows I was bo'n in slavery times and my pappy tol' me I was bo'n
on a Christmas Lay, out didn' 'wmember jus' what year,

"We was owned by Massa lewis, Thomae Lewls was his name, and
he was a United States lawyer. I ain't gwineter talk 'gainst my
white folks like some cullud folks do, 'cause Massa Lewis was a
mighty fine man and so was Miss Mary, and they treated us migary
good.

"Massa had a big plantation near Opelouszs and I was bo'n
there, I ‘'memoer tne neignoor folks used to bring tneir cotton to
the gin on his farm for ginnin' and balin'. My mother's name was
Della. That was ell, jue' Deita, My pappy's name was Jim Bleir,
Botn of them was from Virginny, but from diffirent places, and was
brougut to Louisiana by nigger traders and soid to Massa Iewis, I
know ny pappy was lots older than my mother and he had a wife and

five chillen back in Virginny and nad veen sold away rrom them out
here,
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Then ne and my mother started a family out nere., I don' know what
become of his family back in Virginny, 'cause when we was freed ne
stayed with us,

"When I got old enough I was housegirl and used t¢ carry
notes for Miss Mary to the neighbors and bring back answers. Miss
Mary would say, 'Now, Virginny, you take this note to sech and sech
place and be sure and be tack in sech and sech time,' and I allus
was,

"llasia. Lewic had four or five families of us slaves, but we
ﬁsod to have scme fun after work and ue young folks would skip repe
and play ring games, Durin' week days the field hands would work
till the sun was jus' goin' down and then tne overseer would holler
'all right! and that was the signal to quit., All hands knocked off
Sat'day noon,

. "We didn' have no schoolin' or broachin"b. Only tone white
folks had them, but sometimes on Su.nd‘ays we'd go up to the house and
listen to the white folks singin’,

"Iffen any of the slave hands wanted to git married, Masse
Lewis would git them up to the house after supper time, have the man
and woman jine hands and then read to them outer a book, I guess it
was the Scriptures., Then he'd tell 'em they was married but to be
ready for work in the mornir'. Massa Lewis married us 'cordin' to
Gospel,

"Massa used to feed us good, too, and we had plenty clethes.
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I1ffen we got took sick, we unad doctor treatment, too., Iffen a hand
took sick in the field with a misery, they was carried to their
quarters and Massa or Miss Mary would give tham a dose of gpecac and
make them vomit and would sen' for the doctor, They wouldn' fool
nons iffen one of us took sick, but would clean us out and take care
of us ti1ll we was wsll,

"There was mighty little whippin' goin' on at our place, 'cause
Massa Lewia and Miss Mary treested us good. They wasn't no overseer
goin' to whip, 'cause Massa wouldn' 'low him to. Le's see, I don'
rec'lec! more than two waiprpin's I see anyone git from Massa, and that
has been so long ago I don'! rec'lec' what they was for,

"When the War done come 'long it sho' changed things, and we
heerd this and that, but we didn' know much what it was about. Then
one day Massa Lewis had all the wagons loaded with food and cnalrs and
beds and other tnings from the house and our quarters, and I heerd him
say we was :ovin' to Polk County, way over in Texas. I know it took
us a long time to git there, and whemn we did I never see so much woods.
It sho! was diff'rent from the plantation,

"I had to work in the fields, same as the res', and we stayed
there three years and made three crops of cotton, bu¢ not so much as
on our old place, 'cause there wasn't so much clearin', Then one day
Masea Lewis t0l' us we was fres, jus' as free as he was - jus' like

ycﬁ talts the bridle offen a hoss and turn him loose, We jus' looked
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‘roun es iffen we hadn' gbod senge, We didn' have nothin' nor no-
where to go, and Massa Lewls say irfen we finisn mekind de crop, he
would teke us back to Opelousas and give us a place to stay-and feed
us. So after pickin'! we goes back and when we git there we sees
where those rascal Yankees !'strcyed everything - houses burned, sugar
kettles broke up., It looked mighty bad,

"Massa Lewis hadn' no money, but he fixed us up a place to
stay and give‘ us what he could tc eat, but things was mighty nard for
a while, I know pappy used to catch rabdbits and take them to town
end sell them or trade them for somethin' to eat, and you know that
wasn't much, 'cause you can't git much for a little ol' rabbit,

"Then the Provo'! Marshal, that was his name, give us a order
for tnings to put in a crop with and to live till we made the crop.
'Courge, I guess we wasn' as bad off as some, ‘cause white folks
knew we was Mazsa Lewis' folks and didn' bother us none,

Then I got married to John Bell, and it was g scripture ‘
weddin', too, He died 28 years ago, but I bas stayed married to him
ever since. We had thirteen chillen, but they is gll dead now 'cept

four, but they was raised up rignt and they is mighty good to they

ol! memmy,

AP O RBBASRABE,
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EDGAR BENDY, 90 0dd years, was
the slave of Henry Bendy, of
Woodville, Texas, has to meke
an effort to remember and is
forced to seek aid from his
wife, Minerva, at certain points
in his story, Edgar has lived
in Woodville all his life,

"I's a good size' boy when de war gwine on and I seed de scldiers
come right here in Woodville. A big bunch of dem ccme through and dey
have canrnons with dem. My marster he didn't go to war, Ycause he too old,
I guess,

H"ita ‘!mx'n~ right here and done 1ive heresbouts every since, 01
man Eenry Bendy, he my marster and he run de store here ir Woodville and
have de farm, too, I didn't 4o nothin' ‘cept nuss dables, I jes' jJump
dem up and 4own and de old marster hire me out to nuss other white folks
chillen, big and 1ittle,

"lly. daddy name' Jack Crews and my mammy was Winnie, Both of
dem worked on de farm and I never seed dem much, I didn't have no house
of my own, '‘cause de marster, he give me de room in he house, He bhave
lots of slaves and 'bout 100 acres in cult'vation, He gave dem plenty
to eat and good homespun clothes to wear, He was mighty good.

"Marster have de plank house and all de things in it was home-
make, De cook was a 0ld cullud womsn and I eat at de kitchen table and
have de same what de white folks eats. Us has lots of meat, deer meat

and possum and coon and sich, and us sets traps for birds.
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“Doy ain't nothin' better dat go in de wood dan de big, fat
possum, Dey git fat on bleck haws and acorns and chinquapin and sich,
Chinquapin is good for people to eat and to roast, I used to be
plumdb give up to be de best lminter in Tyler and in de whole country.

I kilt more deer dan any other man in de county and I been guide for
ell de big men what comes here to lmunt, My wife, Minerva, she used to
€0 mntin' with me, |

"I kep' on untin' snd mantin' till de Jack-s-my-lanterns git
after me, Dat a light you sees all 'round you., Dey follow all 'long
and dey stop you still, Den one time it git all over me. Come like
de wind, dlow, blow, and came jea' like fire all on my arr and my
clothes and things, ¥hen dat git after me I quit huntin' at nighttime
and ain't been huntin'! since,

"One time I fishin’ on de creek and I ain't got no gun, and
I lock up and dere a big, wild cat. He never pay me no mind, no more
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